collective work continues, the public openness to this epoch of 'truth-telling' appears to have closed. The election of the Howard government for an historic fourth term underlines a collective tolerance for his concerted campaign to restore the myths of Australian history. His refusal to apologise to the victims of the stolen generation, the labelling of the testaments of Aboriginal experience as 'black-armband history' and his expressed determination to take 'identity' off the national agenda in order to make Australians 'comfortable' has undoubtedly found an audience with those many Australians who wish for simple stories and residence in an heroic past. For them, better Howard's battlers and pioneers than uncomfortable truth telling about stolen children and entrenched and institutionalised racism. And what chance the truths of the past when the lies of the present-the children overboard affair, the myth of weapons of mass destruction-make no dint in Howard's popular appeal?
This deep inhospitality in contemporary Australia to acts of parrhesia-of truth sayingchallenges the creative imagination to generate new forms of speech, writing and formgiving that speak to the cocked ear of the future. But what forms of speech might be generated that can navigate a path through the compressed spaces of the present? And how can speech itself create concrete effects at a time when acts of testimony, story telling and critical argument appear to leave no trace? If Australia is, as Peter Read reminds us, 'a storied country ' (2003) how can spaces be created for these stories to be told-and heard? One answer to these questions-and they are questions that need many answers-is given in the form of nine concrete poems that mark time in Melbourne's (Hansard 10 September 1996) . In the federal election of 2001, the Howard Government, riding the billy-cart of Hansonism, seized an election victory with full-page advertisements that read, 'We will decide who comes to this country and the circumstance in which they come ' (Liberal Party, 2001 ). These were the demands (to control the influx of 'aliens') that had been the rallying cry for the newly imagined nation inaugurated in Australia's Federation in 1901. When the conservative Kennet government of Victoria commissioned Lab, a London based architecture firm to design a public place in the heart of Melbourne to commemorate Federation, one might have anticipated the mythmakers to seize the moment to concretise a heroic and linear vision of Australia's past. Instead a complex structure of radical conception was designed for the site and postcolonial theorist and public artist Paul Carter commissioned to create an artwork to mark the site 'as a focus of historical, social and political negotiation' (Carter 2002, 404) . While social and political controversy waged over the external and visible structure of Federation Square, Nearamnew slipped almost unnoticed into residency. Nearamnew is a quiet work cut into the sandstone cobbles that line Federation Square. Walking quickly over the hill and dale surface of the square you could walk right over Nearamnew and not notice what was below your feet. Perhaps it is this quietness that has allowed the work to come into being or is it that like Poe's purloined letter, Nearamnew hides by being present to view?
Certainly the quietness of the work-a speaking underfoot-figures the history of the stories the work gives voice to. Perhaps those who might have protested at the stories the work tells, walked too quickly or didn't pause between strides to hear the ground speak. Carter's concern has long been the ground, or in his words the lie of the land; the echoes and murmurings of a ground that continues to speak despite the 'haussmanisation' of colonial practice. In diverse creative acts ranging from public art works, sound installations, and performance pieces to the spatial histories of The Road to Botany Bay, and The Lie of the Land, Carter has attempted to speak a dwelling space into existence where imperial history and its clearings have deprived us of a house of being. We could characterize his work as an attempt to make its auditors hear differently, to hear the already said, the lost speech that colonial practice silences. Carter calls this practicing an art of the gap, which he understands as the structural counterface of colonial discourse.
His art of the gap is an art for the post-colonial subject dislocated, homeless and resident in the symbolic and imaginary confinement of 'abysmal discourse'; the discourse a culture such as white Australia generates to occlude its own history of colonisation, systematic genocide and silencing. This includes the discourse that cuts a path in the land itself clearing and erasing every physical trace of Aboriginal inscription. '…As the colonist advances in this way', Carter writes, 'he wipes out every sign of difference, covering up the swerve of historical experience, reducing the land to a blankness. His corrupted travel clears the way for representing the world in a table.' For Carter to be 'in the gap' is to refuse residence in this abysmal discourse and hence to be in the truth of white-Australian culture 'laid bare' (Carter n.d., 'Beyond') .
This opposition between abysmal discourse and an art of the gap structures Carter's poetics; a poetics he clarifies as an art of speech rather than of writing, or of speech-filled writing. His argument is that in the same way colonisation clears the land in order to write its own monologic text as if on a tabula rasa, writing takes out the noise of speech.
In Australia the first acts of writing involved suppressing the untranslatable, irreducible elements of cultural difference. Land was cleared, the country silenced, speech reduced to monologue. In writing, unlike in dialogue, no other answers back, no other refuses the story being told of the world. For Carter, writing homogenises and decontextualises language from the social and visceral flux of living bodies. It stabilises linguistic form and in doing so it concretises and fixes meanings and social relations. Carter concurs with Lacan that it is through language that the other is reduced to an image of homogeneity.
But while Lacan puts the emphasis on language itself and the mirroring potentiality of speech, Carter argues that the dialogic nature of speech-in contrast to writing-has the potentiality to recall the other side of language. This to and fro of dialogue has an irreducibly visceral component. In speaking one encounters the other in their corporeality-bodies speak to bodies-and language overflows the passage of words.
Because of this unruliness speech has the potential to betray the speaker, to speak beyond rational intention and in speaking face á face with an 'Other' to bring the social nature of speech into view.
In this interface of speech and writing Carter situates an imagined encounter. For Carter there is a madness afoot in the colonial situation itself, which dislodges language and allows speech momentarily to sound. In the colonial context, European culture loses its frame; meaning loses its reference, its familiar rhetorical systems and its linear surety. It crosses a line. He writes: 'Kant notices that it is commonly said of someone whose mind has stepped over the border: "he has crossed the line" just as if a man who crossed the equator for the first time were in danger of losing his understanding' (Carter, n.d., 'Beyond'; Kant, 1974) . This spatial dislocation of colonisation engenders a bouleversement of reason and its limit, but madness is on the side of Kantian reason, and to cross its limit is to open a dialogue, a potentiality. Carter imagines an encounter in this moment when two cultures that don't share a language have to communicate. He is interested in communication that can't proceed in a normative environment and in the way communication straining in the absence of a shared language reveals aspects of normal communication lost to our perception. When two cultural groups meet, sympathetic identification enables them to take advantage of mere coincidences and grammatical similarities in order to improvise a discourse. New forms are created out of the phonic convergence of the two languages. Carter's stress is on the performative nature of speech at the moment of this encounter when mimetic gesture, intonation, repetition and identification become the visible foundation of communication. He is not suggesting that this is the form of the colonial encounter, but its potentiality-a potentiality lost through the monologic drive of white culture to write out the speech of the other. The task that he sets himself is to recall this speech in writing; a speech-filled writing that in its gaps will forge an encounter between the reader and the unheard speech of both self and other.
To practice an art of the gap then, is to be recalled to these lost moments of dialogue written over by white Australian culture, and in recognising the self in them, to begin to devise a speaking position as a new place of residence. What Carter is attempting in this formulation of an ethics and a writing of the gap is a new theoretical articulation of the art of becoming oneself. To practice an art of the gap is to find voices in the past that answer to one's condition and in being witness to these voices to begin to become oneself. resisting any linear or incorporative approach to their meaning. One can't 'eat these words'. They can only be introjected, approached relationally, and partially, as one makes out patterns of meaning within the fractal patterns of the work. Uncannily, they are etched in the calligraphy of the gravestone so that one is viscerally and visually in the field of death, but the rock-face is alive with voices-many voices singing in the rock. This structural form calls forth a type of reading that Carter calls treading; the reader performs the work through the act of treading its surface. To tread Nearamnew one has to get down on one's hands and knees and clamber over the surface of the ground deciphering the songs that sound in the rock by tracing out their letters in a braille that hovers between a language one knows and a linguistic form one cannot identify.
Knowing and unknowing, the reading is slow, the memories it conjures partial and the grasp of the text always there at the edge of one's reach. Elsewhere, Carter has written that we need to slow the pace to hear what is between two strides. He recalls the peculiar stride of Beckett's character, Watt:
Watt's way of advancing due east, for example, was to turn his bust as far as possible towards the north and at the same time to fling out his right leg as far as possible towards the south, and then to turn his bust as far as possible towards the south and at the same time to fling out his left leg as far as possible towards the north, and then again to turn his bust as far as possible towards the north and to fling his right leg as far as possible towards the south . . . and so on, over and over again, many many times, until he reached his destination, and could sit down (Beckett 1953, 30 ).
Watt's stride, curious, ungainly and awkward, seems destined not to arrive. It twists the body on its own axis slowing locomotion to a parody of human movement-two legs moving widdershins to will. There is something of this arrested stride in all of Carter's writing where he delays the reader intent on action and on a narrative that reaches its end. Remembering forward Nearamnew imagines a time when all these stories will come to light, when children will play its game, deciphering its many puzzles, when migrants, visitors, artists, makers and even colonists will come to a new understanding of place through treading the stories of the Square. Its hundreds of word shards testify to the weight of fact, and recall and recast that fact in a poetic form that writes itself viscerally, erotically, joyously and mournfully on those who tread its paths. And for those who walk too quickly, it remains, silently insistently there cut into the rock waiting for a pause when the nation might once again hear in the space between two strides. Speaking and respeaking a new a homeland into being Carter has created a work in which words mark home or, as Milosz writes, in which-'to find my home in a sentence, concise, as if hammered in metal ' (2001, 452) . In the word shards of Nearamnew there are many homes and all of them cut into rock.
